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Except for an occasional shortage of drinking water, we fared
well on this trip. The desert quail I have mentioned we supple-
mented with a wild dove of that country, a slender grey bird,
smaller than a pigeon and very good to eat. For meat we had
desert antelope. To get them, we sneaked up draws that were full
of ironwood, smoke-bush, and paloverde trees, and jumped them
before they knew of our presence. Desert antelope venison is the
sweetest meat I ever tasted. We could have had beef, had we chosen,
for we ran into herds of wild cattle in the mountains. They were
ugly in temper, both bulls and cows, and even dangerous, if you
were on foot, for then they chased you.
For dessert we had plenty of wild honey. The mountains of
Lower California are full of bee-caves; and the knowledge of how
to handle wild bees to make them work for you is handed down
by the local Indians from one generation to the next. To keep the
coyotes out of the bee-caves, the Indians block up the entrances to
within an inch of the top. After the honey flow, the Indians knock-
down the barrier and smoke out the bees. They find the roof of
the caves crowded with big two-foot combs. They squeeze the comb
through ordinary men's socks and thus strain their honey.
This is a black honey, taken from the flowers of the desert agave,
or century plant. It is good in flavour, though a little too rich. I
brought home lots of it. My sister in New York liked it, until I
told her about the socks. After that she wouldn't touch black
Mexican honey, though I explained to her that the honey socks
were bought new for strainers and were never worn by human
feet.
Denton, who was a deep and steady drinker, found cheer more
to his taste—tequilla, the universal beverage of Lower California.
It is a potent brandy distilled from the fermented juice of the fleshy
agave leaves. He stopped for tequilla at every mountain hut, When
we went through, the tequilla-mills were just doing their season's
grinding.
But I seemed to have queer luck with guides in Lower California.
Captain Funke was a character and so was Denton, though of quite
another type. He was a silent man, who spoke only when neces-
sary, but some mystery hung over him. He seemed to be constantly
afraid of something, perhaps of pursuit or revenge. He couldn't

